Nor smells it well to hearers, if one tell

Them their disease, who fain would think they're well.

Here, therefore, be the end; and, blessed Maid!

Of whom is meant whatever hath been said,

Or shall be spoken well by any tongue,

Whose name refines coarse lines, and makes prose song,

Accept this tribute, and his first year's rent,

Who, till his dark short taper's end be spent,

As oft as thy feast sees this widow'd earth,

Will yearly celebrate thy second birth,

That is, thy death: for though the soul of man

Be got when man is made, 'tis born but then

When man doth die; our body's as the womb,

And as a midwife death directs it home;

And you her creatures, whom she works upon,

And have your last and best concoction

From her example and her virtue, if you

In reverence to her do think jt due,

That no one should her praises thus rehearse,

As matter fit for chronicle, not verse,

Vouchsafe to call to mind that God did make

A last and lasting'st piece, a song. He spake

To Moses to deliver unto all

That song, because he knew they would let fall
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